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iiEMARKS
OV TVS

LIFE AND WRITINGS
or

CAMOENS.

It has been frequently observed^ that the

memoirs of literary men are, in general,

so devoid of extraordinary incident, that

the relation of them is calculated more to

instruct than to amuse. The Life of Ca-

MOENS forms an exception to this remark.

Its vicissitudes were so many and so va-

rious, as almost to encourage a belief,

that in describing thrui, the deficiencies

of fact were sometimes supplied by tlic

pencil of romance.

B
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The late ingenious Translator of the

Lusiad has pourtrayed the character, and

narrated the misfortunes of our poet, in a

manner more honourable to his feelings

as a man, than to his accuracy in point of

biographical detail. It is with diffidence

that the present wn’iter essays to correct

his errors; but as the real circumstances of

the life of Camoens are mostly to be

found in his own minor compositions,

with which Mr. Mickle was unacquaint-

ed, he trusts that certain information will

atone for his presumption.

The family of Camoens was illustrious,

and originally Spanish. They were long

settled at Cadvion\ a castle in Galicia,

from which they probably derivec^ their

patronymic appellation. However, there

are some who maintain that their name al-

luded to a certain wonderful bird*, whose

‘ Fttria y Sousm, V. det. P. | iii.

' The Camae. Our poet bimseif gives a sodiewhMi



mischievous sagacity discovered and pu-

nished the smallest deviation from conju-

gal fidelity, A lady of the house of Cad-

mon, whose conduct had been rather in-

discreet, demanded to be tried by this ex-

traordinary judge. Her innocence was

proved, and in gratitude to the being who

had restored him to matrimonial felicity,

the contented husband adopteil his name.

In the fourteenth century, a dispute

having aristni between the families of Cad-

difierent account of Uie mattci
.
(Uninhl. a huma dafna,

V. 190.) Formerly, every well regulated family in Spain

retained one of these terrible attendants. The infidelity

of its mistress was the only circumstance which could

deprive it of life. Should her guilt liave been extended

to any degree beyond a wish, the faithful bird immedi-

ately betrayed it, by expiring at the feet of its ii^inred

lord. It soon was difficult to find a Camud that had lived

in the same family during three generatioDs; and at

length the species became entirely extinct

!

This odious distrust of iemalc honour is ever charac-

teristic of a barbarous age. The CamaB of Spain, and

the MAmbo of Afrita, are expedients indicative of equal

jefinement.
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inou and I)e Castera‘, a knight of the for-

mer, had the misfortune to kill a cavaUer

belonging to tlie latter. A Jong train of

persecution ensued, to escape from which,

Ruy de Camoens embraced the cause of

King Ferdinand®, and removed with his

family into Portugal, under the protection

of that monarch, about the year 1370.

His son, Vasco de Camoens, was highly

distinguished by roval favour’, but had

the superior lionour of being the ancestor

of our immortal poet, who descended

from him in the fourth generation.

Luis de Camoens was born at Lisbon,

about the year 1324\ His misfortunes

* yj/garfrt de de Galicia, p. 304.

^ Gareev /'Vrr<*yra.*—Vid. do Poet. £«lit. Geadron.

§ iii.

3 King Ferdiuand inv«:stcd btm with the lordships of

Portalegrc, Aiam«qoer, ^c. Faria»

* The place of bis nativity is ascertained, by his fre-

que^ t jpptication of the epithet •* paternaV* to the Ta-

gus; the time of it is invoUed in some obscuilty, but

4t) cutry in the register of Uic Portuguese India Uonae
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began ^nth his birth, for he never saw the

smile of a father ; Simon Ysiz de Camoens

having perished by shipwreck in the very

year which gave being to his son. Such,

at least, is the received opinion, although

there be many reasons for calling it into

question \ Notwithstanding the diminu*

tion of wcaltli, which the family sustained

in consequence of this event, the youthful

Camokns was sent to the university of

Coimbra*, and maintained there by the

provident care of his surviving parent.

The kleas associated with the place of

our education are generally lasting. It is

the pi^culiarity of poetical minds to rccal

them with delight, and Camoens fre-

quently mentions Coimbra, where he was

appears to determine it He is there stated t/> hove been

twenty -five years old in 1550, Faria, Vid. do Pout
‘ The aame regiiier menf*ons him as one of his son's

sureties, and conse^nently. living in 1550.

* Farta p Vovvy— V/rvr./K— i'-rrrpfa.
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fostered on the ** lap of science,’^ with all

the tender gratitadc of an affectionate

son. Duritig the period which he passed

at the university, be was an utter stranger

to that passion, with which he afterwards

became so intimately acquainted. It is

even recorded, that while the manly graces

of his person inspired many of the better

sex with admiration, he treated his fair

captives with disdain, or at most, as the

mere objects of temporary transport *.

But the scene was soon to be changed,

and on his arrival at Lisbon, he was des-

tined to feel the full vengeance of that

god whose power he had contemned.

Love is very nearly allied to devotion, and

it was in the exercise of the latter that

Camoens was introduced to the know-

ledge of the former. In the Church of

’ Lamoeas, Csn^, 11. ttaiu. ?l. €009. tttoz. u.

Sou. Vir. Soufa in loc.



Cbri»t*i Wounds,** at Lid)on, on tbe

11th of April, 1542 he first beheld Dona

Caterina de Ataide, the object of bis purest

said earliest attachment. The churches of

Spain and Portugal, says Scarron, are the

very cradles of intrigue^, and it was not

long before Camoeks enjoyed an oppor-

tunity of declaring his aflection, with all

the romantic ardour of eighteen, and of a

poet.

But, in those days, love was a state of

no trifling probation, and ladies then un-

conscionably expected a period of almost

chivalrous servitude, which, happily for

gentlemen, is no longer required. The

punctilious severity of his mistress formed

the subject of our poet’s most tender com-

plaints; for, though her heart had secretly

* For the reaaona which hare induced the trmlator

to sisixn this date, tee the note on Sonnet 1,

^ Romaii Comiqne'; P. I. ch. nr.
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decided in his favour, still Portuguese de«

licacy suppressed all avowal of Iter pas*

sion. After many months of adoration,

when he humbly besought a ringlet of her

hair, site was so far softened by his en*

treaties, as to make a compromise with

prudery, and bestow one of the silken ftl>

lets which encircled her head'. Tltese

anecdotes must not be despised, for they

mark tlie temper of the times.

The peculiar situation of J>ona Caterina

(that of one of tlic queen’s ladies) imposed

an uniform restraint on her lover, which

soon became intolerable. Like another

Ovid, lie violated the sanctity of the royal

precincts, and was in consequence banish,

cd from the court*. With the precise na.

lure of his oftcuce we are unacquainted,

but it too probably arose from a breach of

* C«inoeoi«» Son. XMI. and Sousa in loc,

9 Camoeii9» Kle^s lU* and Sonsa io loc.
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dbcretion, the first and noblest mongst

the laivs of gallantry^ Whatsoever it

might have been, it furnished a happy

pretext to the hidy^s relations, for tertni*

nating an intercourse which worldly con-

siderations rendered, on her patt, of tlie

highest imprudence. But Love pre|mred

consolation for bis votary, where least he

expected it. On the morning of his de-

parture, his mistress relented from her

wonted severity, and confessed the secret

of her long-conccalcd affection ^ Tlie

sighs of grief were soon lost in those of

mutual delight, and the hour of parting

was, pcrliaps, the sweetest of our poet's

existence, Thus comforted, be removed to

Santarem (the scene of his banishment) but

speedily returned to Lisbon, again tasted

of transport, was a second time detect-

ed, and a second time driven into exile ^

‘ Faria y Sousa. Cammeiit. in Eclog;. pag. 940.

* Sonoet XXIV. and Corniwmt in loc

^ faria y 5ov/a, V. del. P, ^ xiv.
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To such a spirit as Camoeks, the inacti-

vity of this situation must have proved in-

supportable ; the voice of Love whispered

a secret re^nroaoh, and inspired him with

the glorious resointion of conquering the

obstacles which fortune had placed be-

tween him and felicity. He accordingly

sought and obtained permission to accom-

pany King John III. ' in an expedition

then concerted against the Moors in Afri-

ca. Here, whilst bravely fighting under

the commands of a near relation*, he was

deprived of his right eye, by some splin-

ters from the 'deck of the vessel in which

he was stationed. Many of his most pa-

thetic compositions were written during

this campaign, and the toils of a martial

' Of tbif monarch Camoenv chahmler in

on« comprebenaive line.

Fay rry^fez tuih quanto arty tt

Son. LIX.
“ He vah d king—4]i every ad a king-”

* uiiuer those of hii Cntiier. Vida. § snv.
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life were- sweetened by the recollection of

her for whom they were endured.

His heroic conduct in many engage*

ments, at length purchased his recal to

court. He hastened home, fraught with

the most tender anticipations, and found

—what must have been his feelings } that

his mistress was no more! *

There can scarcely be conceived a more

interesting theme for the visions of ro-

mance, than the death of this young and

amiable being. The circumstances of her

fate are peculiarly favourable to the exer-

cise of conjecture. She loved, she was be-

loved, yet unfortunate in her attachment,

she was torn from the world at the early

age of twenty^; and we cannot but adorn

her grave with some of the wildest flowers

which fancy produces. But her lot was

enviable, compared to tli^t of her lover.

* Comment in Sonn. XIX. et alibi. * Ibid.
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The measure of his sorrows was yet im-

perfect. He bad still to encounter the

cruel neglect of that nation, Avhose glory

his valour had contributed to maintain.

The claims of mere merit are too often

disregarded, but those which are founded

on the gratitude of courts are iiopeless in-*

deed! Long years were passed by Ca-*

MO£Ns in iinsuccessful.application for the

reward which his services demanded and

in suing for bis rights at the feet of men

whom lie could not but despise. This was

a degradation which liis high spirit knew

not how to endure, and he accordingly

bade adieu to Portugal, to seek, under the

burning sans of India, that independence

which his own country denied ^

1 Joseph df Aqmntt Vid. do p. 332, edit. nS2.
*** At drrraff(t/rat ptdtrvras pu'^ va nmdine fQfao at de

ScipiaB Afrieano, Inorata ^atria^ MON fossidebis

jpssA MIA \ The last words which 1 uttered ou board

of the vessel tvcie those of Scipio—* Ungruif/ui caun*

try! tkou sknii men pauett my Aoa««*.** Such are the

expressto^u of Cuiaoeiisi, in a lettf>r written from lndia»
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Tiiere are some who attribute this event

to a very diflcieiit caase, and assert that

Camoens quitted Lisbon in consequence

of a discovered intrigue with the beautiful

wife of a Portuguese gentleman'. Per-

haps this story may not be w'holly un-

founded. It is improbable tlwt he remain-

ed long constant to the memory of a de-

parted mistress, when living l>eauty was

ready to supply her place. His was not a

heart that could safely defy temptation,

although the barbarous ingenuity of some

commentators^ would make us believe,

that all his amours w'ere purely platonic,

and that he was ignorant of the passion in

every other respect. Happily for himself,

the case w'as diilerent, and his ivorks re-

to a friend at Lisbon. The whole of tMi composition is

Tntercsting and pathetic in the extreme.

* Mickh.—Life of C<moen$. Unfortunately, Mr. M.

dfies not cite any autlr.«rity for this supposition.

Fanot in Son. X. ct at.
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cord that be more than once indulged in

tlie little wanderings of amatory- iiroHc'.

On his arrival in India, we find that Ca>

MoENS contributed, in no small measure,

to the success of an expedition against

the Pimenta Isles, carried on by the king

of Cochin and his allies the Portugues<i,

His own recital of this af&ir exhibits all

the charming modesty of merit In the

following year (1555) Manuel de Vascon-

celos conducted an armament to the Red

Sea^ Our poet accompanied him, and

with the intrepid curiosity of genius, ex-

plored the wild regions of Africa by which

Mount Felix is surrounded. Here his

mind was stored with sketches of scenery,

which afterwards formed some of the most

^ Those who are desirous of further toformition on

tiiis subject, may obtain a ^*try curious anecdote by

consulting Souttr. VhL del P. ( xxxii.

* Kleg. I.

3
Life, by Fcne^ra^ | xir.
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finished pictures in his and in otlier

compositions', to the former of which, on

returning to Goa, he devoted ids whole

attention.

India, at that time, presented a scene

of political depravity, wliich no subse.

quent period has exceeded. Practices

were tolerated, which eventually wrought

the downfal of the government by whom

they were authorized ; liordes of hungry

adventurers rioted on the spoils of the

friendless natives, and the demons of ra-

pacity and avarice were every where ex-

ulted into gods. The Spirit of Camoens

rose in revolt against the enormities by

which he was surrounded. An opportu-

nity of declaring his disgust, at lengtii oc-

curred. Tlie arrival of a new goveinor

at Goa, was celebrated by the exhibi-

tion of a kind of tournament, in which

1 In pirtictiUri the IX.
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reeds were employed in place of lancet,

thence called The Sport of the Canes.^"*

Camoens published a satirical account of

this affair^ in which he described the chief

men of Goa, as adorned with allegorical

devices, &c. allusive to the character and

conduct of eacii'. In consequence of

this, he was banished to China by order of

Barreto, the Governor, against whom the

bard's attack had been principally di*

rected.

This proceeding of Camoeks has not

escaped reprehension. He has been ac-

cused of ingratitude; but how could be

be ungrateful, who never had a friend?

His radiness in provoking the anger of

the great, has likewise been censured by

the cold-blooded moderation of worldly

men; men to whom truth itself seems a

* He likoviSiie ii'rote tmne wmeM entitled, Ditparates

na India^'* ^ htch screreljr aotmadTerted on the tnal-ad-

ministratioo of the new gorernor.
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libel, if it oflbnd tlie dignity of a gran-

dee\ Yet, though it be a mournful fact

that prudence and genius but rarely ac-

cord, is the sacrifice of the former to be

regretted, when it makes way for the pu-

nishment of vice, by the bold utterance of

honest indignation ? On this principle, the

conduct of our author appears almost free

from blame, and, perhaps, he was only

culpable in suffering resentment to give

too high a colouring to the sketches of

truth.

The adventures of Camoens in China,

the temporary prosperity which he there

experienced, and the numerous sorrows

and persecutions which he afterwards en-

countered, have been fully and elegantly

detailed by the late ingenious translator

of the Lusiad. To his narration the pre-

I Anoogit vtlMn, Mons. Du Fwrron de CoMiera, the

Freach translator of the Lusiad.

C
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sent writer begs to refer, lest he should

extend these remarks beyond their proper

bounds.

After an absence of sixteen years Ca-

MO£Ns was compelled to return to Portu-

gal, poor and friendless as when he de-

parted. His immortal Liisiad was now

ready for publication, which, however,

was delayed, in consequence of the vio-

lence with which the plague then raged

throughout Lisbon. At length, in the

summer of 1572, it was printed', and re-

ceived with all the honour due to such a

glorious achievement of genius. It is even

asserted that King Sebastian, to whom it

inscribed, rewarded the author with

a pension of 375 reis\ But, admitting

^ Faria ff Souta, Vid. { JT'Vii.

2 When Sebft'^tian undertook the Moorith expeditioB,

assured of victorv, he brought a poet with him to Africa,

ta witness ins axploita, and to celebrate them in song.

The person selected for tbU office was Diego Bemardes,
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the truth of this very doubtful story, onr

poet could not have remained in long pos*

session of the royal bounty. Sebastian was

speedily hurled from a tottering throne *,

and liberality was a stranger to the soul

of liis successor. To his eyes the cowl

of monkhood seemed a more graceful or-

nament than tlitv nol)lest laurels of the

iiiuse'\ Such was the spirit which patro-

nized de Sii ‘', and sulfercd the author of

the Lusiad to starve

!

a mail of iKWr «iuid Ue!»picubk' ubilitiet. Had Camobnh

been reully a pioiefre of the moiurch, it ts much more

probable that he wonUl ha\p attcnrled him, whose

“ Swoid ajid pea were nralji in renown.**

* Faria, til supra.

^ In the preface to the <Mlition of C'amuens, printed in

n82, vot. i. p. 59, there is an attempt to vindiratr the

character of Cordinal Henry from the strictures of Mr.

Mickle. But the voice of history cannot be silenced,

and history is loud in his conderiination.

^ Souta. Vid. § nxvii. Fiancisoo de SA was an author

much in favour with Cardinal Henry. His muse was of

a iheologica] turn. He wrote orthodox sonnets to St.

John, and pious iittte epigrams OB Adam and Eve, ke,
|
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The; latter years ofCamoeks present a

mournful picture not merely of individual

calamity, but of national ingratitude. He

whose best years had been devoted to the

service of his country, be, who had taught

her literary fame to rival the proudest

forts of Italy itself, and who seemed born

to r€fvive the remembrance of ancient gen-

tility and Lusian heroism, was compelled

in age, to wander through the streets,

a wretched dependant on casual contri-

bution. One friend alone remained to

smooth his downward path, hnd guide his

steps to the grave, wdth gentleness and

consolation. It was Antonio, his slave, a

native of Java, who had accompanied Ca-

MOEKs to Europe, after having rescued

him from the waves, wb<‘n shipwrecked at

the mouth of the Mi con. This faithful

attendant was wont to seek alms through-

out Lisbon, and at night shared the pro-

duce oi tlte day with bis poor and broken*^
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bcarted master'. Blessed, for ever bless-

ed, be the memory of this amiable In-

dian ! Bat his friendship was employed iii

vain; Camoens sank beneath the pres-

sure of penury and disease, and died in

an alms-house^ early in the year 1579,

He was buried in the church of Saint

Anne of the Franciscans. Over his grave,

Gon9alo Coutinho placed the following in-

scription*', which, for comprehensive sim-

plicity, the translator ventures to preler

to almost every production of a similar

kind

:

* Faria y Sottsa. §

^ The piece of htf death is differently mentioned by

Manoel d« Faria, According to that commentator, lie

diod in his own miserable hovel, close to the church in

which he was interred.
,

3 Sousa, Vid. §. Some years aflcrwardr, Don Gon-

9a]vef Camera caused a long and pompous epitaph to

he engraved on the s.Tme tomb. But this posthmnoua

panegyric only added deeper disgrace to the facts re-

eprded in fimer ioscriplMMt«



HERE LIES LUIS DE CAMOENS:

HE EXCELLED ALL THE POETS OF HIS TIME.

HE LIVED POOR AND MISERABLE;

AND HE DIED SO.

MDLXXIX.

It haft been justly observed', that the

fete of Camoens, considered in a political

view, bears an intimate connection with

that of his country. The same degrada-

tion of national sentiment, which softered

such a man to l>ecoriie a beggar and an

outcast, not long afterwards plunged Por-

tugal into the lowest disgrace, and reduc-

ed her to the abject state of a conquered

province. So true it is, that the decline

of public spirit in matters of taste is a cer-

tain indication of political decay

1 Mickle. Life of Camoens.

^ Of this opioum was Caiuoer*; InoMelf. In a letter to

Den Franeiaoo de Almejpda, wriUen a few days before

fais death, he has these pnophetic expressions; ** Venn
iodoi fue/tty iatf cffctanai^ « mi pedrint yae iro eoh hobti

para morir en elk, met para morir can elk !** ** The
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The character of Camobns may be in-

ferred from his writings* An open and

undisguised contempt of every thing base

and sordid, whatever were the rank or

power of its possessor, formed one of its

principal features. We liave already seen

how much the worldly interest of our poet

was injured by this houourable audacity

of soul. Those who condemn it must be

ignorant that the exercise of this feeling

produces a rnorc enviable delight than

any whicli fortune can ever bestow. The

poor man is not always poor

!

But gallantry w^as the leading trait in

the disposition of Camoens. His amours

w'ere various and successful. Woman was

to him as a ministering angel, and for the;

littb joy which he tasted in life, he was^

indebted to her. The magic of female

worid shall witness bow dearly J ha?e loved my coun-

try. I have returned, not merely to die io her bosom,

but to die with her!** Souia, Vid. § xxt.
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charms forms bis favourite theme, and

while he paints the allurements of the sex

with the glowing pencil of an enthusiast,

he seems transported into that heaven

which he describes* Nor did this passion

ever desert him ; even in his last days, he

feelingly regretted the raptures of youth,

and lingered with delight on the remem-

brances of love. A cavalier named Iluy de

Camera^, having called upon our author

to finish a poetical version of the seven

penitential psalms, raising his head from

his miserable pallet, and pointing to his

faithful slave, he exclaimed, Aliis, wlicn

I was a poet, I was young, and happy,

and blest with the lin e of ladies

^

hut now,

I am a forlorn deserted wretch :—See

—

there stands my poor Antonio, vainly

supplicating/oM? -pence to purchase a little

coals— I have them not to give him!”

The cavalier, as Sousa quaintly relates,

closed his hedtt and his purse, and quit-

1 Sousa Vtd. § xxix.



25

ted the ro©m. Such were the grandees of

Portugal!

The genius of Camoens was almost

universal. Like the great father of Eng-

lish pociry, there is scarcely any species

of writings from the epigram to the epic,

w'hich he has not attempted, and, like

him, he has succeeded in all. It is not

the province of the translator to offer any

remarks on the Lusiad. That task has

already been ably performed. Of his mi-

nor productions, the general characteris-

tic is case ; not the studied carelessness of

modem refinement, but the graceful and

charming simplicity of u Grecian muse

When he wrote, the Italian model was in

fashion, and as Camoens ^vas intimately

acquainted with that language, he too fre-

quently sacrificed his l>etter judgment to

the vitiated opinion of the public. Hence

the extravagant hyperboles and laborious

allusions, which be has sometimes, though



rarely, employed. But his own taste was

formed on purer principles. He had stu-

died and admired the poems of Provence'.

He had wandered through those vast ca-

tacombs of buried genius, and treasure

rewarded his search. Even the humble

knowledge of Provencal literature, which

tlie present writer possesses, has enabled

him to discover many passages which the

Portuguese poet has rendered his own.

But we must be careful not to defraud

Camoens of the merit of originality. To
that character he has, perhaps, a juster

claim than any of the moderns, Dante

alone excepted. The same remark which

Landino applies to that poet, may be re-

ferred to him^ He was the first who

1 ** The poetry of the Troubadov.r» passed into Arra-

gon and Catalonia at the time r hen the kings of the

former tenritoryi (counts of Barcelona) became by
marriage counta of Provence.”

Le Granin Fabliaux, vol. ii» p. 25.

9 Trovd Omeio la lingua Greca motto gii abbon-

dante, ed elimata da Orfeo, da Museo, See. &c. trovd
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wrote with elegance in his native tongue*^

The language of Rome^ and even of

Greece, had been refined by antecedent

authors, before the appearance of Virgil

or of Homer, but Camoens was at once

the polisher, and in some degree the cre-

ator of his own. How deplorable must

have been its state, when it naturalized two

thousand new words, on the bare authori-

ty of a single nianM Monsieur Manage

was wont to pique himself on having in-

troduced into French the term **

yet all his influence could never make it

torrent, nor indeed did it long survive its

illustrious fabricator®.

Our author, like many others, has suf-

fered much from the cruel kindness of

Virgilio la Latina esornata e da Ennio, e da Lucrezio,

&c. ma inanzi a Dante in lingua Toscana nessuno

avea trovato alcuoa leggiadna, &c.” Landiw. Comm,
ia Dant. ed. mccccxci. foL xiii.

^ Longueruana, ou Pente^e de I’Abbd Dufi[>nr,'p. 239.

‘ Ibidem.



editors nml commentators. After the first

publication of liis ** IlunaSy' there ap|x%ar*

ctl a number of spurious compositions,

wliicli, for some time, were attrlbutt d to

him. Amongst tlw^sc was a poem to which

notice is due, not on account of its own

merit, but from regard to the reputation

of CaMOhNs. It is caUed The Creation

and Composi/inn of Man^" and is a strange

medley of anatomy, metaphysics, and

school divinity. In subject, and occasion-

ally in execution, it strikingly resembles

the Purpk Inland of Phineas Fletclter
;
and

,

like it, is a curious example of tortured

ingenuity. One instance shall suffice.

Man is typified under the symbol of a

tower. The mouth is the gateway, and

the teeth are described as two and thirty

millers, clothed in white, .'ind. placed as

guards on either side of the porch, (its

metaphor is more satirically just, when be

represents the tongue as a female, old antf

experienced, whose office was to regulate
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tuid assist the efforts of the thirty-two

ders aforesaid, all young men of iridispen-

sible utility and extraordinary powers!

Duros f njost trinta f (hut molrirot

** De granth for^a^ * uitl erercit^o /"

He must possess no little credulity, who

would attribute such a w'ork to the author

of the Lusiad’.

There is also another poem which bears

his name, but is certainly the production

of a diil'erent liatid. The martyrdom of Si.

Ursula and the eleven thousand virgins

forms its subject. But it is not probable

that the persevering chastity of these un-

happy ladies could ever have found favour

in the sight of our amorous bard. It is still

, A Tremtite on Surgery w»t printed in 1551 • by Ber-

nardino dc Montana. The Second Pari of it it called

TJ or» The Dream, and seema to have been

tbe original from wbteh this aiogutar poem was darired
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less likely that he would have celebrated

it in song.

Camoens is the reputed author of

three comedies, publislied at different |*»e.

riods after his death. The subject of one

of them is the amour of Antioclnis with

his step-mother Stratonico. There are

some fine passages to ho found in this

production; hut in general, the liter

seems to have anticipated the taste of mo-

dern limes, and to have considered co-

medy and farce as the same. Another is

founded on the prolonged adventure of Ju-

piter and Alcmena. The third, and in-

disputably the best, relates the romantic

loves of a Prince of Denmark and a Spa-

nish lady, who, after a due course of tribu-

lation, prove to be first-cousins, and are

happily united. But no' vvithstafi4^

improbability of the design, the c 'cution

is good^ and, on die whole, this composi-



Si

tiott bears internal evidence of the band

of ('amokns.

Somcthinpr remains to be said of the

prestrut traiisJat ion. It is ofTcred to the

world with dilhdofu'o, as the favourite

aniuseiiK'Ut of a youu^ nuncio which, w^heii

ohi]jj:t (1 to relax from severer studies, prc-

ie»’red luerar\ trilling to total inactivity.

TIk transh)t(ir he.'gs to observe, that for

i.r' most paj, lu‘ has closely copied his

aai'H'i, hjt that where circucnstances de*

Hianilcd, IK* has not liesiUitcd to be

“ / Tuf to hii srw—but truer to hujamc,*'

idteral versi<uis arc justly deemeti ab-

surd; yet, on the other hand, too great

an extension of the Horatian precept,

*' zerbiini verbo^^ has been the bane

i lYiki; It liai^ proved to tbe world of

.ra.isiatton, what the phrase ‘‘ libt-rality

‘cmnent’’ has been to that of morals
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“the worsrt: of errors have originated from

both.

Of the notesj little can be said. He
ti'ho comments on amatory verses under*

takes but a limited office. His utmost ef-

fort is the citation of parallel passages^

unless he substitute admiration for criti-

cism; a mistake into which, of all others,

a translator is most likely to fall.

The present writer has yet to offer bis

grateful acknowledgments to those whose

advice and experience have aided his la-

bours. It is with pride and pleasure that

he enrols among them the names of Percy

and of HayUy^ To the kindness of the

latter he is indebted for the assistance of

many valuable books, which could not

elsewhere be procured; and to the al-

most fatherly friendship of the learned Bi-

shop of Dromore, his obligations have

long been unbounded. • It is no small ho^'



jBour to so young a writer, that he should

be countenanced by men, who, like the

good spirits in Trisstno^ sit under the

shade of their own laureU, and smile cn*

couragement on those who arc labouring

up the mountain over which they preside*





POEMS,
Sfc.

FROM THE PORTUGUESE OF

CAMOENS.





POEMS-

CANZON.

** Lemhrevos minha
** Suejfi matf,** itc.

Canst thou forget the silent tearj$

Which I have shed for th<M; ?

And all the pangs, and doubts, and fears.

Which scatter’d o’er my bloc^m of year*

The blights of misery?
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1 never close my languid eye

Unless to dream of thee;

My every breath Is but the sigh.

My every sound the broken cry

Of lasting misery.

O when in boyhood's, happier scene

I pledg'd my love to thee.

How very little did I ween

My recompencc should now have been.

So much of misery

!



MADRIGAL.

** Sc tic f/J vestida andtth

** Por quernju vida no See*

^Vhy art ihou cloth'd in sad array

For liim, whose days are done.

Yet dost no sign of grief display

For those, thy lightning glances slay?

Though he thou mournest be but one;

—^More than a thousand, they.—

Thou bendcst on the lover’s prayV

The tearless eye ofscorn;

And while ihou dost, with barbarous care,

Th* illusive guise of feeling wear,

Tho’ Pity’s ga$b thy breast adorn,

—She never enters there!
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MADRIGAL. rV. N.J

(OyoiiiA.)

" Mi eora^on mr han rouhado

** Y Amor vu'ndo mtt rnojoSf** &c.

The heart that warmed my guileless bitast

Some ivanton hand had thence convey^.

But Love^ who saw his bard distress'd.

In pity thus the thief betray’d—

'Tis she who owns the fairest mien

And sweetest eyes that e’er were seen!"

And sure if Love be in the right,

(And was Love e'^cr in the wrong?)

To thee, ray first and sole delight.

That simple heart must now bebng^
—Because thou hast the fairest mien

And sweetest eyes that e'er were seen!
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MADRIGAL.

fF.N.;

** Nad me huteajfi. Amor li^eyro

** Nad me husceys,

Pn’iTTHEE, Cupid, hence—desiBt—

Why should I increase the list

Of boys, whose sole delights consist

In kissing, and in being kiss'd ?

Starlight eyes, and heaving snows.

Lips, young rivals of title rose.

Bounded limbs^ and ibiding arms.

Dreams ofundibcoverad channi^
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Bound their witchery once about me
But, their prisoner now is free.

Since on every side I see,

"Inhere are fools enough without me

!

Pr’ythee, Cupid, hence—desist^—

Why should I increase the list?
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CANZONET. rF.N.J

Tiempo ! qw iodo mudat,

El verde manto que/* Ab#.

Flow’rs are fresh, and bushes green.

Cheerily the linnets sing;

Winds are soft, and skies serene;

Time, however, soon shall throw

Winter's snow

O'er the buxom breast of Spring,

Hope that buds in Lover's heart.

Lives not through the scorn of years;

Time makes Love itself depart.

Time and scorn congeal the mind;

I^iooks unkind

Freese Affection's wannest tears!
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Time shall make the hushes green.

Time dissolve the winter-snow.

Winds be soil, and skies serene;

Linnets singp their wonted strain.

But again.

Blighted Love shall never blow

!



CANZONET.

IDE &F.MAR.ILS oW CAMOENS, TACB 9,)

Poh nu^u apf^rtamrKtf^

SV arrazao,*^ Slc,

I wisisFEH^o her my last adieu^

1 gave a mournful kiss;

Cold showers of sorrow batlrd her eycs»

And her poor heart was torn with sighs;

Yet—strange to tell
—'twas then I knew

Most perfect bliss.

—

For Love» at other times suppress'd.

Was ail betray'd at this

—

I saw him weeping in her eyes,

J heard him breathe amongst her sighs,

And cv'ry sob which diook her breast.

Thrill'd mine with bliss.
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The sight ^hich keen Affection clearJi^

How can it judge amiss P

To me^ it pictur’d hope ; and taught

My spirit this consoling thought.

That Love's sun, tho’ it rise in tears.

May set in bliss

!
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ItONDEAU. rr. S.j

Com Amor a

** Stue tao &ii\

Just like Love ia yonder rose.

Heavenly fragrance round it throw a.

Yet tears its dewy leaves disclose.

And in the midst of briars it blows.

Just like Love.

Cull’d to bloom upon the breast.

Since rough thorns the stem invest.

They must be gather’d with the rest

And with it, to the heart be preat.

Just like Love,
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And when rude hands the twin-l>uds sever.

They die—^and they shall blossom never,

—Yet the thorns bo sharp as ever.

Just like Love.
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STANZAS. CV-

* O# Vi jfrmpre pulsar
‘ ATo mti^do^'* &47.

I »%w the virtuous man cunteud

With lifc*s unriutiiberM woes;

And he was poor—without a friend—
Press’d by a tiiousand foes.

1 saw the Passioiu’ pliant slave

In gallant trim, and gay;

His course was Pleasure’s placid wave.

His life, a satnmer’s day.

—

And I was caught in Folly’s snare.

And join'd her giddy train

—

But Ibund her soon the nurse of Care,

And Punishment, and Pain.

E
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There surely is some guiding Pow’r

Which rightly suflers wrtmg

—

Gives Vi«'e to bloom its little hour

—

Hut Virtue, late and long!
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CANZONET. (V. N.J

Ettasse a primavera troMladadm

Em v<M$a icc.

SriuNG in gay and frolic hour^

Deck'd my love from many a flow'r;

Bade young hyacintha diffuBc

O'er her locks their scented dews;

Plac'd the WoJet's darker dyes

In her alUimperial eyes;

Made her glowing cheek display

Roses, just their prime attaining;

But reserv'd, the buds for staining

Lips, as fresh and firm as they

!

Dear one! be whose amorous suit

Fain woold turn thy blooms to fruit;

Does he merit thus from thee.

Piercing thorns of craffUj}^ **



52

CANZON. fV.N.J

** Huanriit o snt encub^rt ' Wj mmtrando
“ Ao tnundo a fut qukta^ Blc,

VV^HEN day ha.s .smiFd a soft farfiwt}/>

And night-drops UaUit* each shutting belh

And sliaduws sail along the green^

And birds are stilly and winds serene,

1 wander silently.

And while my lone str p prints tlie dew.

Dear arc tlu* dreains that bless my view,

lo Memor>'^s aye the maid appears^

For w horn have sprung my sweetest tears,

So oft^ so tenderly:



I see her^ as with graceful care

She binds her braids of sunny hair;

1 feel her harp’s melodious thrill

Strike to my heart—and thence be still

Ae*«cho’d faithfully:

1 meet her mild and quiet eye.

Drink the warm spirit of her sigh.

See young Love beating in her breast^

And wish to mine it’s pulses prest»

Cfod knows how fervently I

Such are my hours of dear delight.

And morn but makes me long lor night.

And think how swif^ the minutes Hew,

When last amongst the dropping dew,

I wander'd silently.



MADRIGAL. (V.Hi.}

** Suhca manhQS iuaw
** Estendendit ttut ro^os^ &c.

Deah is the blush of early light

To him who ploughs the pathless deep,

When winds ha?e ravM throughout the night,

And roaring tempests banish'd sleep

—

Dear is the dawn, which springs at last

,

And shows him ail his peril past.

Dearer to me the brt*<ik of day.

Which lhu.s thy b* aded eye illumes;

And chasing fear and doubt away,

Scatters the night of mental glooms,

And bids my spirit h(^e at last,

A rich reward for peril past

!



MADRIGAL fF.N.J

** it tor^a rm h&i olkot

** Kas menittas diUct hue.

l^iE ^simple youth who trusts Uie Uiir,

Or on their plighted truth relies^

Might learn how vain such follies were,

By looking in his lady's eyes,

And catch a hint, if timely wise,

From those dumb children, cradled there!

Poor fool! thy wayward feats forbear/'

(Those mute advisers seem to say)

And hence with and tears, and care,

** For thou but fling'st thy heart away.

To make a toy—for babies’ play/’
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CANZONET- (V.N.)

** Na9 Jtt quern auella

** Fona fermctura,** tu:.

Thou hast an eye of tender blue^

And thou hast locks of Daphne’s hue.

And cheeks that shame the momtng’s break.

And lips that might for redness make

Roses seam pale beside them

;

But whether soft or sweet as they,

Lady ! alas, 1 cannot say.

For 1 have never tried them.

Yet, thus created ftw delight.

Lady ! thou art not lovely ^^uite,

Fbr dost thou not this maxim know.

That Prudery is Beauty^s foe.



A stain that mars a jewel!

And e’en that woman’s angel Imce,

Loses a portion of its grace.

If woman’s heart be cruel!

Love is a sweet and blooming boy.

Yet glowing with the blush of joy.

And (still in youth’s delicious prime)

Though ag’d as patriarchal Time,

The withering god despises

:

Lady ? would *8t thou for ever be

As fair, and young, and fresh aa he"—

I>o all that Love advises!



STANZAS.

** 1 fuhalhos dficamariat

“ para trobatiuuie^*^ fcc

.

Yes—labour, love! and toil would please

Were toil and labour borne for thee;

And if^rtune’s nursling, lap'd on ease.

In wealth of heart be poor to me

!

Why sliould 1 pant for sordid gain?

Or why Ambition’s voice believe ^

Since, dearest, thou dost not disdain

The only gift I have to give.

Time would with spet-u of lightning flcc>

And evpry hour a cumlbrt bring.

And days and years, employed for thee.

Shake pleasures from their passing wiug



so

CANZON.

Sepa^ quififi

** Hue en Im etpoltura,*^

O WEEP not thus—^we both shall know

Ere long a happier doom;

Tlicre is a place of rest below.

Where thou and I shall surely go.

And sweetly sleep, released from woe

Within the tomb.

My cradle was the couch of Care,

And Sorrow rock’d me in it;

Fate seem’d her saddest robe to wear.

On the first day that ww me there.

And darkly shadow’d with despair

My earUest minute.
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H*en then the g^riefir 1 now poeiese^

As natal boons were giren ;

And the fair form of Happiness,

Which hover'd round, intent to bless,

Scar'd by the phantoms of distress.

Flew back to heaven ?

For 1 was made in Joy's despite.

And meant for Miser>''s slave;

And all my hours of brief delight

Fled, like the speedy winds of night.

Which soon shall veil their sullen flight

Across my grave

!



tft

CANZON.

(IbpeMUIb.)

^ Purs mt* diilcs tal fu'rtda

‘ Con guna dr darme muorir^** 8tC,

When 1 am done to death by thee.

And cold thy lover lies;

Turn to me, dear one; turn and sec

Thy beauty's sacrifice

!

Turn to me, dear—and haply then

Thy looks may life restore

;

And teach the heart to beat agaiu^

That beat for thee before

!
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Tusn to m€s dear ! and should a gem
On those tafi eyelids shine

—

Fall holy balm—fall fast from them

In showers^ and waken mine.

—

Turn—and from lips that breathe of May,

If one kind kiss be given,

—

He who in deathly slumber lay.

Slept—-but to wake in Heaven

!
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CANZONET. (V.N.)

** Of olhcs socegados,*^ 6cc,

Lady! when with glad surprise,

1 meet thy soft and shaded eyes.

Or lost in dreams of love behold.

Thy waving locks of darken^] gold,

Or press the lip, whose dew discloses

Sweets, that seem the breath of rom^s.

Lady ! I sigh—and with a tear.

Swear earth is heav’n—if thou art near!

But.when (the hour of transport o^cr)

My sours delight is seen no more.

Remembering all thy host of charms,

I tremble then with w^ild alanns;

And, taught by jealous doubt, discover

In every gazing youth, a lover;

Confessing with a silent tear

That heaven apd hell are wond*rouii.near!
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CANZON. (V.N.J

** Se OM penat com que Amor toB mat me iroic

** Permtierem que eu tanto viva dulias,** Aic.

Should I but live a little more.

Nor die beneath thy cold disdain.

These eyes shall see thy triumphs o*er.

Shall see the close of Beauty's reign.

For Time's transmuting hand shall turn

Thy locks of gold to irilvery wires;"

Those sUrry lamps shall cease to burn.

As now, urith more than heav'nly fires.

Thy ripenM chedt no longer wear

> The ruddy blomns of rising dsiwa;

And every tiny dimple there

In wrinkled lines be mgiily diewn!



And oh ! what show’ia of fruitless woe

Shall fail upon that fatal day—
How wilt thou werp the frequent " no,"

How mourn occasion past away.

Those vain regrets, and useless sighs.

Shall in my heart no pity move—
I’ll deem them but a sacrifice

l>ue to the shade of buried Love

!



STANZAS.

TO mOHT. (f. NJ

** Segreda noite Amtg^^ a que ohtde^o

** As rosaSf^ &c*

Night! to thee my vows are paid;

Not that e’er thy quiet shade

Me, in bower of dalliance laid

Blest and blesnfig, rovers!

No—for thy friendly veil was made

To shroud sttct essful lovers;

And 1, Heaven knows,.

Have never yet been one of those

Whose love has prov’d a thornless rose
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But since (as piteous of my pain)

Goddess ! when 1 to thee complain

Of truth despisM and hard disdain.

Thou dost so mutely listen

;

For thU, around thy solemn i^ne

Young buds 1 sirew/ that glisten

With tears of woe

By jealous Titlion made to flow.

From Morning^thine eternal foe!



68

CANZON. fF. N.J

droorel ^ur hrando e htllo,** &c.

Thou pride of the forest! whose dark branches

spread

To the sigh of the south-wind their tremulous

green.

And the tinge of whose buds is as rich and as red

As the mellowing blushes of maiden eighteen!

O’er thee may the tera|ieiit in gentleness blow.

And the lightnings ofSummer pass harmlessly

by;

For ever thy buds keep their mellowing glow.

Thy branches still ware to the southernly sigh.
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Because in thy shade, as I lately reclin’d.

The sweetest of visions arose to my view;

’Twas the swoon of the soul
—

'twas the transport

of mind

—

’Twas the happiest minute that ever 1 knew.

For this shalt thou still be my favourite tree,

—

In the heart of the poet thou never canst fade;

It shall oden be warm’d by remembering thee.

And the dream which I dreamt in thy tremu-

lous shade.



TO

CANZONET.

it af(0ru/* Blc.

How sprightly were the roundelays

I sang in Love’s beginning days;

—Now, alas, I but deplore

Death of all that blest before!

Then my heart was in its prime,

(Twas Affection’s budding time!

—It is broken now—and knows

One sense only—sense of woes

!

Joy was whilom flash’d with ill.

Yet my songs were cheerful still;

—^They wei^ like the captive’s strains,

Chaunted to the sonnd of chains!
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CANZON. (V. N.)

^ A minha d3r, e o nonur,” &c.

W HY should I indiscreetly tell

The name my heart has kept ao well ?

Why to the senseless crowd proclaim

For whom ascends my bosom-flame ?

Alas, there are but Tcry few

Who feel as I for ever do—
And hear, with shrinking sense of pain.

Holy words from lips profane

!

For she is holy in my sight

As are the seraph forms of light;

And that blest name denotes whatever

‘Of good there be-^nr chaste—or fair.
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Of her, in time of heaviest woe,

1 think, and tears forget to flow;

Of her, in passion *5 fervid dreams.

And rapture’s self the sweeter seems.—

And shall the name, whose magic pow’r

Throws light on every passing hour.

Shall it, a word of usage grown.

By every heartless fool be known?

No—let it, shrin’d within my breast,

A little saint, for ever rest.

With pious ardours worshipp’d there.

Yet never mention’d, but in pray’rl
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CANZONET. (V.N.)

** A DAMA QUE JURAVA PELOS SEUS OLHOS."

THE LADY WHO SWORE BY HER EYES,

** Luanda na quiz enganar

** A minha hclta perjura,^ jic.

AVhen the girl of my heart is on perjury bent.

The sweetest of oaths hide the falsest intent.

And Suspicion abash’d, from her company flies.

When she smiles like an atigeli—and swears by

her eyes.

For in them such magic, she knows, is display’d.

That a tear can convince, and a look can persuade

;

And she thinks that I dare not, or cannot, refuse

To believe on their credit whate’ershe may choose.



But Tve learn'd from the painful experience of

youth.

That vehement oaths never constitute truth

;

And Pve studied those treacherous eyes, and 1 find

They are mutable signs of a mutable mind

!

Then, dear one. I’d rather, thrice rather believe

Whatever you assert, even though to deceive.

Than that you ** by your eyes” should so wickedly

swear.

And sin against heaven—for heaven is there

!



PART OF THE THIRD ELEGY.

fr.H.)

** 0 SulmonffM Ovidio deiterratU

Na Mpereta,** &c.

WHEN that sweet bard> to whose hannonious haad

Love’s golden harp in softest warblings sigh’d.

By stars unkind was too severely tried.

And forc’d afar from Rome’s parental land

To pace with weary step the Pontic strand;

What a cold rush of recollections came

Across the exile’s sad and sinking mind.

When Memory drew the joys he left behind

!

Her, who so long had fenn’d his chaster flame.

His babe8«—his hom^-»andall that charm’d before.

And all that blest him once,—but ne’er shall bless

him more.
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Poor banish'd wretch !—he had not poT^^rs to bear

The vast, unutterable pangs of thought;

But still in woods, and wilds, and caverns sought

A st*cret covert from the murderer Cara

;

Now slowly wandering through the midnight air.

In briar'd dell he roams, or pathless grove,

While vainly sings the mellow nightingale.

Unheard by him—although she chaunt a tale.

So like his own—so sad—so full of Jove

—

Clos’d are Jiis cars—and dim liis moisten’d eyes

Thatview with dull regard thecoldaiid starry skies.



11

CANZONET.

** Nao nos engane a riqueza,

** PorqUf^* Slc,

Since in this dreary vale of tears

No certainty but death appears.

Why should we waste our vernal years

In hoarding uselciss treasure?

No—let the young and ardent mind

Become the friend of uuman kind.

And in the generous service find

A source of purer pleasure f



Better to live despisM and poor.

Than Guilt's eternal stings endure;

The future smile ofGod shall cure

The wound of earthly woes.

Vain world ! did wo but rightly feel

What ills thy treacherous charms conceal.

How would we long from thee to steal

To Death—and sweet repose

!



1»

CANZON. (V.N.)

Vi o mof0, € p9fuemno/* flee.

I MET Love wand’ring o'er the wild.

In semblance of a simple child;

I heard his name^ and in the sound

So much of sweet persuasion founds

That piteous of his tears, I prest

The little darting to my breast.

And watchM his quiet lumbers there.

With all a iather's tender care

!

From day to day the orphan grew.

And with him my affection too ;

Till at the last, around my mind
The Mrinning boy so closely twinM,

I learnt his baby form to prize.

Like one of those within mine eyes.

And lovM the young adopted more
Than ever sire did son before;



so

I had a bank of favourite flow^ni

Which blossomM e’en in wintry houm^

Content^ the bosom’s thornless rose^

And innocence, and heart’s repose;

—Love, like a rude and wanton boy.

Broke into my bow’rs ofjoy.

Tore Content’s young roses thence.

Kill’d repose—and innocence I

Ah wretch ! wliat miaphief hast thou done

To him who lov’d thee like a son!

How coujldst thou dim the doating eyes

Which did thee like their babies prize?

How break the heart of him who prest

Thee, cold and weeping to his breast.

And watch’d thy quiet slumbers there.

With all a father’s tender care ?



Si

CANZON,

« EL PEQUESO S0NRIS0.»‘

PROM

RFACHUELO.

TO INBS DB OVETJt»

Oeae lues, wouldst thou but believe

A heart that knows not to deceive^

(Alas nor longer free;)

That faitliful heart should truly tell

The secret charm, the tender spell.

That bound it first to thee.

^Tis not, that cradled in thine eyes

The baby Love for ever lies

On couches dippM in dew;

'Tis not because those eyes have won
Their temper’d light from April’s sun.

From Heaven their tints cvf blue!

o
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Tis not that o’er a bank of snow

Thy parted treases lightly flow^

In waves of lucid gold;

Nor yet because the hand of grace

Has form’d that dear inchanting face

In beauty’s happier mould

!

It was not these—*but from my soul.

It was a little smile that stole*

The cherish’d sweets of rest

;

And ever since, from dawn to night

And night to dawn, it haunts my sight.

In dimples gaily drest.

1 This sentiment is rery like some beautiful liuei ot'

Clement Marot.

Du rii de Madatne cT AiUhreU

•• £lle ha tr8i bien cette forge d’albasire,

** Ce donlx parler, ce clair tainct, ce besulx yeux,

** Maitf eo efiect, ce petit rts follastre

** C*est a mop gr6 ce qui hiy sied le mieux.”
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E’en now by Fancy's eyes aw seen

Thx: polish'd rows that break between

Two lips that breathe of May*;

E'en now—but oh^ by Passion taught.

Young Fancy forms too bold a thought

For timorous Lore to say!

Yet, Ines—^wouldst thou but believe

A heart that knows not to deceive,

(Alas! nor longer tree;)

Twould tell thee, thou canst ne'er impart,

A smile of thine to soothe a heart

More truly bound to thee

!

^ literally, ** Desangre y lechepintqdot,** This Bimile,

which in our language would convey any ideabut that of

beauty, is oevertheless very common in Spanish Poetry.

Camoens too has frequently adopted it.





SOPCNETS.
(r.K.j





SONNET I. fF. N,J

0 r.uUo dhtml ae teUhravia

** No tempio dande,*^ &c.

Sweetly was heard the anthem choral strain^

And myriads bow’d before the sainted shrine^

In aolcrnn reverence to tlieir Sire divine^

Who gave the Lamb, for guilty mortals slain:

When, in the midst of God’s eternal fane,

(Ah little weening of his fell design!^

Love bore the heart (which since hath ne’er

been mine)

To one, who seem’d of heav’n’s elected train

!

For sanctity of place or time were vain,

’Gainstthat Mind archer’ssoubconsomingpow’r

Which scorns, and soals all circamstance above.

Oh, Lady I since I’ve worn thy gentle chain.

How oft have 1 deplor’d each wasted hour.

When 1 was free-^and had not leiro’d to lore!
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SONNET II. (V. N.)

0 Citntf quando tentt ler ckegatla

** A hora que poem,** &c.

\V HiLK on the margin of his native shoreSi

]n dcath’a cold hour the ailver cygnet lies

Soft melodies of woe^ and tuneful sighs.

And lamentations wild, he plaintive pours.

Still charm'd of life—and whilst he yet deplores

I'he drear, dark night that seals his closing eyes.

In murmur'd grief for lost existence—dies!

8o, Lady, (thou, whom still my soul adores).

While semely ling’ring in a world of pain.

My wearied spirit treads the verge of death-^

r O Lady, dien thy Poet’s parting breath

Shall faintly animate his final song.

To tell of broken vows—and cold disdain—

And unrequited love—and cruel wrongl.



SONNET III. {F. N.J

** A^ora ioma « ^arta, agora apen*

** L'iinaa nofio/* jiu.

Kl\stace! Of when you wield the ponderott9

spear*

Or mingle in the bard's romantic throng*

To you, eternal palms of fame belong!

To Mars alike, and to the Muses dear.

Whether adown the waves of w^ar you steer.

Or sail upon the tranquil streams of song.

O, if awhile, with cadence clear and strong,

My reed might hope to charm your learned ear,

* All ondebas'd by aught of pastoral sound;^

Then, Eustace, would that humble reed proclatni.

How you (for valour aa for verse renown’d)

Shall win the warrior'i and the poet’s praise>

And like a watch^*tow’ran the steepsnf 6me>

Show'r light upon the sons of ^stant days!



SONNET IV. (V. N.)

iVo mundo poucM ano* f confados

“ VtV4, chros dit nil awW///,** &,c.

Slowly and heavily the time ha/tun

Which I have journey’d on this earthly stage;

For, scarcely entering on my prime of age.

Grief mark’d me for her own ^ ere yonder sun

Had the fifth hiftnini of my days begun:

And since, compnlsire Fate and Fortune’s rago

Have ledmy steps a long, long pUgrimagc

In search of hurt: repose, bnt finding none!

For that foil star which o’er my cradle hung, ^

Forc’d me frmn dear ALaii<ii;Ea*s rustic charms.

To comimlperfli strange and dire alarms,

^Midst dildftHigh main,whose

Bade Abyarink’s catem’d cHfiaoMing,

-^Far fitmi green Portugal’s parental shore!
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SONNET V.

(VID. N. AND LIFE OF CAMOENS^ PA.UE 9 .)

* ’Aquella iriste e IrAa tMArugada,^* hue.

Till Lo?m* tears at parting (;ease to flow»

Nor sunder’d hearts by strong despair be tom

;

So Jong recorded be that Afn\ morn

When gleamis ofjoy were dash’d with show’rs ot

woe:

Scarce had the fraiphng east began to glow.

Of nmniAii men it saw me most fi>rioni;

Sew those hard ptmgs^ hj gentle bosoms borne,

(The hardest sure that gentle bosoms know !)

—Bat eh, it saw Love’s charming aecret told

By team 6st dmppuig firom ceJestiet eyes.

By sofas of gvieC and silsh piteous sighs

Ai e'en might tom ih’ m&timl cntemteddi

And malm ihe gndigr deem their snifaiinga eiim,

Theti totmeom
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SONNET VI. jv:;

' Juigamt a getU* ioda por ptrdido

' Vendom^ iaS tniregHB « mtu cuydathf^

Mr aenseit lost^ misjudgiag meii declare.

And Reason banish’d from her mental dirone.

Because I shun the crowd, and dwell alone

in the calm tiaoce of undisturb’d despair.

Tears all my pleasure—-all my comfort care!

But 1 have known,from long experience known.

How vain the womhip to those idols shown,

Whid

Proud

The lights ihal blasf in tail Ambition’s tow’r.

For such, let otlij^;ifa7de life’s little hour

In toil and wwyAiflQiihT’^ be it mine,

Ladyl to spripae of^lheerrendip my bow’r

Pour tp ^,aoul*tmpaaMpn’d line!

i charm the ^Id, and reign unri^all’d

df««moffKiw!||%a«lfoitiiiie'i gilded glare.
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SONNET VII. fF. N.)

** S§ quastdo vot perdi, minka ftpfranqa

** A nmoria perdtrajunimenle/* iic.

When from my heart the hand of Fortune tore

Thoee smiling hopes that cheered mine earlier

day.

Would that she too had kindly borne away

The sweetly sad remembrances of yore!

1 should not then, as now, in tears deplore

My buried bliss, and eomferfs fast decay;

-«*For Lote (on whom my vain dependence lay)

Still lingering on delights that live no more,

SjIIs all Imy peno6---wheDe^ar the tyrant sees

My spirit taste a little hour of ease!

Tell star of fhle! tbou never canst employ

A torment teeming widi sevtier smart,

Thmi tiiatwbkh MeHioi7 poQiu upon the h

While elmfittg found the sepidchre ofjqr!



SONNET VIII. fV. N.J

“ Clc'^rts af>oat e fri^s dn Mondgfio
** Doct' rffouio^** kc.

Mo.vdeco! thou, whose waters cold and clear

Gird those green banka, where Fancy &in

would stay.

Fondly to muse on that departed day

When Hope was kind, and Friendship seem’d

sincere;

—Ere I bad pnicbasM knowledge with a tear.

—Mondage! diou|^ I b«id my pilgrim way

To other aborei^ vdiere other fonntaiiu stray.

And other tieen roll their proad career,

Stilt~-oor shall' Une^ nor grief, nor stars aevete.

Nor widening distance «*«r pnmil in soght

To mnks than km to tins sad bosoin dear;

And Mmnpiynd, by old Affiselian tnnght,

Sb^ spagd npan the idaaiesnf thoaght.

To bat^ amgigat.^ watert«aiil and clear!
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SONNET IX. /F. N.)

dtz qnf amor he /also on eni^enoto

“ Liffeqro ingrato^** kxt.

Lives there a wretch, who would profanely dare

On Love lieatow a tyrant's barbarous name#

And foe to every no^t delight, proclaim

His service, slavery $ its wages, care }

For ever may he prove it so, nor e'er

Feel the dear traUffmrts of l^hat generous flame

;

For him nor maiden smile, nor melting dame

The silent couch of midnight blisi prepare!

For much he wrongs the gentlest, best of ppw'rs.

Whose very pangs can cbanUfend torments please.

Whom long known, and in whose angriest

hottie

Such rapture (eund, as would I not forego,

Ko-^nel forego, for all foe dead, cold eaee

Wbieb dofl IndifferM^ could e'er bertow

!



SONNET X. rF. N.)

•* Dhei Senhoro, belUza ideu

“ Pura/aterdesp^ &c*

tell me, direst, from what orient mine

Where undiscovered lurk the springs of day.

Did thy triumphant tresses steal away

Their sunny tinges, and their hues divine?

What magic makes thine eye so sweetly sliine.

Like the clear breaking of a summer's day!

And when did Ocean's rifled caves resigfl

The pearly wealth thy parted lips betray.

When they are sever’d by seducing satili^s?

—^Yethearine,ftirfet,iance with barbarouscare.

Such store of blandishnieiit and dangerous wiles.

To thee thy star’s propitioua genius gave,~

by the self-adorer’s jfate, beware.

Nor gaae on yonder fount’s reflecting wuve!
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SONNET XL

** Mpolio t 9s 7i6w mutttf drsCMn^mda
** Com a idourttda ttra/* &c.

What time the liberal Muses deiguM to sbow^

Soft inspirations o’er my golden lyre.

Love, only love, would ail my notes inspire.

While tbns I sang, within tny cottage»bow’r

—

Messed be the day^ and blest the hour,

^ When the sw€N»ts of young desire;

" Blest be the eyes that woke my am’rous fire,

** And^lest the heart, so soon that own’d their

pow’rl”

BttdriftttOf old «ny cheefAd ronddeiay,

TiU thnetnide ill the deir’dMnikm1lse»

IWIIomiiiy hearts nortore, but hope, away,

AndItiWdiig itllwy saduy scenes to nlgbt,

VetPd tsoery ftdm eUdt^ttinig sights

Sare%we Ofgieaier giMOr bel



SONNET XIL fV. N.)

** Emjhr vh arraaeou ^mtSo trmUti
“ Ah Senhcr JDmi ArUonw," ttc.

Dbar 1<m^ Antonio! whilst I yet deplore

. My bosom’s friend—and mourn the withering

blow

Which laid, in manly flowV, the warrior low,

Whose ralonr sham’d the giorioos deeds of yore

;

E’en while mine eyes their humid tribute pour.

My spirit feels a sad delight, to know

That tlm hast I»vt resign’d a world of woe

Forcmetwherepainsand griebshallwoundnomore;

Tho’ tom, alas, from this sublunar sphere.

For ever torn, Igr War'e ungentle hand, ;

Still, were the Muap but as Affeqtioo atimig.

My4^ Antonio should revive inaong.

And, gain’d ,by Poetry’s ^’melodioiis tear,"
.

Live, ip iimiB«pmry.or a gsiteM brndi :
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SONNET Xra. (F. NJ

** A fMrmotura dettnfreaca ttrra

E a lomiftf Am verdet tattonheirot^^* fcc.

Silent and cooli now fresh’uing breezes blow

Where groves of chesnot crown 3ron shadowy

steep;

And all aronnd the tears of Evening weep ^

For closing day, whose vast orb, westering ilow,

Flings o’er th'embattled clouds a mellower glow.

Whilehum offoldedherd8,aDd murmuringdeep.

And falKng rills, such gentle cadence keep.

As e’en might soothe the weary heart ofwoe;

Yet what tome is eve, what evening airs.

Or ialltng rilb, or ocean^s murmuring sound.

While mA and cotnfortle« I seek in vain

Her who lA idnence btms my joy to cares.

And as I cast my listfois ghmees rounds

Makea nried seeneliy Imt



SONNET mv. -rV.N.J

** Sftihor^ minha te a/ortuna im^a

^ue em &c.

Mr best beiov’d!—although unpitying skiesi

And wrathful fortune sternly thus conspire

To bid thy servant’s lingering steps retire

£ar from the temper’d gleam of beauty’s eyes

—

Bound still to thine by Love’s eternal ties>

That heart remains, where chaste and warm

desire.

Yet fondly glows with ail its former fire.

And Death’s cold touch and wastingTime defies

—

—Yes^-and as urg’d by Fate’s cmnmands 1 go

To farthest regions, axsd tmktndest shores.

Oh there, thy magic name’s mysterious charm

Breath^ in n sigh, aball danger’s ujf disarm.

And w^hihstbe combat roves, or tempest roars,

LuUdmloudstoimjftiidaooifaetltelbm
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** £« canifjf Ja taS (hcemente

** fitc. itc.

1 SAtiG of iove-rap4 ip bp 4 BtWO*

That hearts most hardweresoften’d af sound,

An^hlosbtqg gi(k, who gai(y tbroqg’4 arpuqd.

Felt their souls (iqgle with de|igbtfn( P9>p~

For quaintly <]|id pay chaupte^ popgs efp}aja

Those little ssonm jn (pye a^i^nd—

Life in a hiss, and dfeptb in ahUtPCP founds

Feign’d angpttr-doff cp«M«ptr-pi»d foy disdpig.

And haidihojdid.atleQgdiwitb cflngjioptc«>jyi}’4*

Yet did I not witli these rude lips pi:pt;)aiip

From yshpiq »y liPg »“f!b iy*6t iosttitctions

drew.

Too alas! to flbwr the ptniw* dye

From youtbhii gratitndPi to gWe t}«?
J0«i»e

Of her* who kindly taughtm 91} A® }»?¥ •



SONNET XVI. rf". N.J

•« Sf da ealehre Laura aftrmoiura

Hum AtMMrafo Citm,** &c.

Ir those fom’d charms vriiich gracM the Tuscan

fair

Could wake a bard so tender and so trtil^

Lady! to you, rare heavenly songs are due.

Since Heav'n has form’d you with peculiar care;

Then how, alas, shall humble Liso dare

Attune his simple melodies to you ?

Must I not trust to that kind chance anew

Which whilom wore the rosy bands I bear,

(When first it gave you to my amorous view:)

—For certes. Lady, derive your birth

Fromyon puresky,and didfromthencedescmid.

To chcriab virtue on this lowly earSi,

«

And mortal hearts of baser mould amend.

By bri^t example of superior worth!
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SONNET XVir. fF. N.J

' Eu rtOM d» Itgrimat henta

' Ntim engtiuM dote," Iw.

From sorrow free, and tears, and dnlt despair,

I liT^d contented in a sweet repose;

I heeded not the happier star of those

Whoseamorouswilesachiev'd each conquer'd fair

;

(Such bliss I deem'd full dearly boughtwith care :}

Mine was meek Love, that ne’er to frenzy rose.

And for its partners in my soul I chose

Benevolence, that never dreamt a snare.

And Independence, proudly cherish’d there!

—Dead now is Happiness
—

’tis past, ’tis o’er-—

And in its place, the thousand thoughts of yore,

Which haunt my melancholy bosom, seem

Like the &int memory of a pleasing ditamr^

They charm a moment^-and they are no more

!
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SONNET XVin.

(. IT. ANt> Lin Ot tfAlkOfftn, FAtftf 9;)

' Ltndo ivtil tran^ado quejicastef** Ate.

Dear band« which once adorn’d my worihipp’d

fair.

Pledge of AkU better gpft I hope ta gahi.

In just reward of iore’s k»g«iiifier^d pidef

What mighty transfiort weeld my boBom dtare

Had I bet won a trotm of dial e?fsp hair,

Whose rich kixiiHaiice iele thee didst restrain f

Much though I prise thee, must nsy heart cota*

phdh,

Sin^ deemed not wevtiqr neei its pulse to wear

A little portimof that prectoua geUl

Dear hand, my miser smil were griev’d indeed.

That itats severe mitd wi^rmrd ftte withhold '

Truth’s )nsl reiMWd, and loi^ afibettonh meed.

But that I knew ’tis in Lore’s legends told.

Gifts, amall as these, to greewst blemiags lend!
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SONNET XIX. (V. N.J

•• StTihor Jodi Ldpn, e smu hiuxe tttadt,

*' Ontem vi potto tm,” he.

0 Lopi;k! yesterday the stars vrere kiodi

And on my lowly state so (airly smHM,

Thatcren tboo,though Fortune’s (avoor^d child

,

For mine would ghidly have thy lot resign’d,

Jier form 1 saw, who chains thy prim’d mind.

Her voice I heard, which musically mild.

While Uke a spell it every sense beguil’d,

£*en laird to peace the mde aod restless wind!

-^Lopea! that voice such rare persuasion arm’d.

That, in a word, our hearts it better charm’d

Than others could in thrice a thoumnd more ;

—

How have Isrnce ’gainstFortune rav’d and Love,

’Cause that bUnd boy compels us thus t’ adore

Her, whom high fortune rears ourhopesabove

!



SONNET XX, fV. N.J

Ot olhot ondi o catio Amor ordia

** Ledo de to oer,” Itc.

Those charming eyes^ within whose starry sphere

Love whilom sat, and smil’d the hours away.

Those braids of light that sham’d the beams of

day.

That hand benignant, and that heart sincere;

Those virgin cheeks, which did so late appear

Like snow-banks scatter’d with the blooms of

May,

Turn’d to a little cold and worthless clay.

Are gone—for ever gone—and perish here,

—But not unbath’d by Memory’s wannest lear f

—Deatlji ! thou hast torn, in one unpitying hour

That fragrant plant, to which, while scarce a

flow’r.

The mcUowor fruitage of ita prime was gben;

Love sttpr ihe deed-^^nd as he linger’d near.

Sigh’d o’er the ruin, and return’d to Hear’n!
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STANZAS.

(•paiiM.)

Mi nu£va y dn/ee qutnla
*• Ei invmhU,** he.

WiTBiN my boaom’a cell I bear

A recent wonnd>-« valued woe;

It larki luueen and bnried there.

No gaung eyee my aecret know.

It was, perhaps, too jMnly told.

When last I beard the speaking maid;

-—The rock nntoach’d was hard and cold,

•—The stridden f&at its fires betra3f'dl



109

LUSIAD. CANTO VI,

ESTANCIA XXXVra.

Em quanta este conselho sefazia,

Nofundo ofuosa, a leda e lassa/rota

Com vento sosse^qdo proseguia

Peb trajuquillfi

Era no tempo quando a iuz do dia

Do Eoo emisferio csti remqta

Os do qjuqi'to pTVW

Pare o j^guada es euims despertaoam.
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THE

NIGHT SCENE

IN THE

n. LUSIAD.

(V.N.)

XXXVUI.

^ thtis belcmr Oie Morm'utfng d^eps

In solennf coancil meet the ivateiy train.

Her bold career the wearied nayy keeps.

Yet cheer'd by Hope^ while o'er the tranquil <

niaio.

To silence hush'd, biding tempest eleeps!

—'Twas at the houev when long the soW^ain

Had roll'd down Heay’n—and rous'd from warm

repose,

Slcmat thblr cemMdes'eal! the techhdwsidiatusc.
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XXXIX.

Vencidos vem do sono, e mal despertos

Bocejando a meudo, sa encostavao

Pdas anteaas, todos mal cubertos

Contra os agudos ares, que assopra-

vao}

Os olhos contra seu querer abertos

Mal etfregando,os membros estiravao,

Remedios contra o sono buscar querem,

Historias contam, casos mil referem.

XL.

Com qne melhor podemos, hum dizia,

Este tempo passar, que he tab pesado,

Senab com algum conto de alegria

Com quo nos deixe o sono cdrregado?

Responde IjeonardOt que trazia
,

Pensamentos de firme namorado,

Sue cbrUos poderemos ter mdhores

Para passar o tempo, que de amoi'esf



in

xxxix.

Scarcely awake, against the tapering mast.

Heavy and cold recline the languid crew;

The broad sail, flapping, wards the nightly blast.

Which as across the decks it keenly blew

Through their worn garbs with piercing chillness

past;

And each tir’d limbthey stretcb,lestsleepsubdue

Their lids that long to close, and all devise

By converse short and forced, to shun his soft $ur*

prise.

XL.

How can we better these dull hours employ,
** HowBleepdefy,'’one watchful youth demands^

Than by some gay romance, some tale ofjoy,

** To spur the time that now so stilly stands?”

” Yes,” Leonard cries, (whom long the archer boy

Had prison'd fast in beauty’s gentle bands,)

” Yes,” Leonard cries,
^

’twill charm the tedious

night

To tell of ventormis loves, and deeds of soft de-

light"
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XU.

Nad he disse Velloso, cousajusta

Tratdr branduras em tanta aspereza,

Qve 0 trahalho do mar que tanto custa

Nad sofre amores, nem delicadeza;

Antes de guerra fervida e robusta

A mssa historia SQa, pois dureza

Nossa vida ha de ser, segundo entendo

2ue 0 trabalho por vir mo estd dizendo.

xui.

Consentem nisio todos fiC encomendad

A'f^eUosOtjque cottteAslo,jque aprovai

CoAtareiidiste s€m<^e>wterpepre$dad

’De'cffhtarcoUsa'foMbsa ou nova:

Eporqueosj^ me ouvirmdttgui^ren-
dao

,

Afazerfeitos grandes deidta prova,

i)os ndcidos 'ddrei na nossa terra,

E estes SQdd os doze de Inglaterra.
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XU.

Perish that thoughtV^ the bold Veloso cries;

Who talks of Love in dangei^s dire extremes ?

Shall we, while giant perils round us rtse^

** Shull we attend to those enerving themes?

' No—rather some tremendous tale devise

Of war's alarms, for such our state beseems

—

' So shall we scorn our present ills, and learn

' To cope those coining toils my prophet eyes

discern."

XUI.

He spoke—and all accord—and all exclaim,

" To thee, Veloso, thee, the task is due!"

" None then,"he cries, **^all this narration blame

" For slighted truth, or fables told as true;

Arras I rehearse, and such high feats of fame.

That all who hear shall glorious deeds pursue,

" Fir'd by the praise theif own compatriots gain'd,

" Whoerstthetiltedfight'gainstEngland'sTwelve

maintaia'd.

I
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XUIt.

No tempo que do reyno a redea teve

SoaoJiOio de Pedro moderava.

Depots que sossegado e Uvre o tevCy

Do visinho poder que o molestavo}

lA, Tia grand Inglaterra que de neve

Boreal sempre abunda, semedva

Afera Erinnis dura, e md cixania

Skie lustrefosse a nossa Lusitania !
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XLIII.

" When mighty Juan held the regal reins^

“(Great Pedro’s son) for gentlest sway renown'd.

What time, he boldly burst those despot chains

“ Which proud Castile about hiscountry bound.

It happ’d in haughty England’s cold domains,

“ Where Boreal snows for ever clothe the

ground,
** Dire feuds arose^and from that distant shore,

" Eternal lights of fame our I.usian warriors bore.”





NOTES.





NOTES.

MADRIGAL. P. 40.

This is one of the many poems which Camoens

originally wrote in Spanish. There are some of

his compositions of a more motley description, in

which he blends two languages together, and

walks, as he expresses it, with one foot in Por-

tugal and the other in Spain.^’ Com hum pi a Por*

iuguna, € outro a Castelhana,

MADRIGAL, P. 41.

MaU>$, in one of his letters, qnotes this tittle

Poem as the production of Camoens, and on that

authority only it is here ini^erted.
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CANZONET. P. 45.

Our poet has managed this trite and common

sentiment in his happiest manner. Nothing is

more frequent in Provencal poetry than gay and

romantic descriptions of Spring, '' mhenin echc

reneweth, saue anelie the

RONDEAU. P. 47.

Perhaps this little Poem, in its present form, has

no very just claim to the title which it bears.

Like the preceding one, it seems to have been

suggested by a hint of Ausias Mdrch, a Trouba^

dour.

Sweet is love, and sorcet is the rose,

Each has a fkm'x, and each has a thorn

;

Roses die when the cold wind blows,

Iiove^ it is kill'd by lady's scorn I

> Surry,

,
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STANZAS. P. 49.

These fine moral lines are remarkable for their

extreme simplicity. The third Stanza probsArty

alludes to one of those little transgressions ofwhich

our Poet was often guilty, but of which he seldom

repented. The commentators suppose that it re-

lates to a negro girl, ofwhom he was passionately

fond. They endeavour to defend the irregu-

larity of his taste, by comparing it to the pen~

chant of the wisest of men for the dusky Queen

of Sheba«

This negro slave was named Joanna, and to her

Camo£ns addressed some pretty verses, begin-

ning,

The captive which Victory gave to my arms

Has prison'd my soul in the ebaiti of her charms;

So 1 soothe her with gentle good-huinour, that she,

In return, may be more than good-hiimour'd to

me! &c. &c.



CANZONET. P. 51.

A mnireH cmtipos’d of flowon in by fio moonir

a rarity m tho garden of the Mines. Our own

Spenser has quaimly pursued this thoaght^

** Her Uppcs did smell like onto gilhflowers^

** Her roddie cheeks Idee unto roses red;

** Her snowy biowes Kke budded bellamours,

** Mer kflodit em WetjMes bui newlie tprtds

Her goodlie bosotne like a strawberrie bed

;

JFfrr neck like to a hunch qf adlamhinet^

** Her brest like lillies *ere their leaves be sbed^

Her nippies likeyouDg blossom'd jessaminei/'

&c.

It must be confessed that the 4th and 6th lines

of this &ncifal Sonnet convey stnmge ideas of

the lady's chasms*

SontnsM: And Sbakfpemre, Sooiiet99.
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Imitated from the 34th Sonnet. The Translator

humbly presumed^ that the graces of this charm-

mg little Poem would appear to greater adtantage

in its present form than in that o£ a Sonnet.

The creative powers of fancy» dmiig the ab-

sence of a mistress, form a faTourito subject of

Provencal poetry* There if a tery Comical story

somewhere ofa fastidioas gallant^ whose pervert-

ed imagination conjured up circumstauces, that

finally put Love to death.

Camoums seems to hove token the hint of this

Poem from Petrarch, Sonnot 9Q,
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•^Semficdo i^ che Sfe.

Laum m ©oirf—

Htd iuUa nmle tqulUk vidi altera,

Or aspra, or piana, or dispietata, or pia.

Or veitirH, Sfc. i^c:

And Petrarch was, perhaps, indebted for the

idea to Ovid, Fast. 2. 769.

Carpitur attonUos abaentis imagine sensuB

Jlle: recordanti plura magisque placeni:

Sic sedit, nc cuUafuii, me Hamina nevie,

NegUctm collo sicjacuSte comor;

Has habuit vultus, hoc iiii verbafujhnmi,

Hk cohr, kacfaciei, kUt decor oris erat;

Sic gw^mvis aberat placita preuenda formes,

ShkB dederat prassensforma manebat amor.

IMITATED.

Strange is the pow^rofthonght—^AMetnoiyseems

To view the maid in vUtmary dreams^
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Or bending o’er the loom patient care»

Her white neck shaded by descending hair.

Or when her song the lapse of time beguileti,.

Or sagely sad, or ripen’d into smiles;

The same that blush, the same that faultless graces

The same those gay bewitcheries of face

;

—Love deems her near—and hangs upon the form.

Which Fancy draws—as wishing and as Warm!

‘ MADRIOAt. P. 54*

IMITATBO FROM THB SIOINNJNO OF THI FIFTH ODE.

Bascan, a celebrated Spanish Poet, has a thought

somewhat similar.

Como despues del tentpeetoso dia

La tarde clara suele ser eabroM,

Ydespues de la fmcke tenebroea

El resplastdor del Sol plazer emhia;

Assiensupadeeerelsdmamia

Cm la lofsfe del Hen es um genotat 4^.
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Sweet » liMqeil

Wbee fcbe 4ft; ef siiMu is donei

Sweet tbe eleer ooild imr ef prioM,

Night juH 9Cfttitee*d by the 8»ai

*-"HSwee^bftt tweeter far to i&e.

The dawn of hope dt4bs*cl by tbee!

MADK1Q4L. K55,

The same term in Portuguese signifies both the

pupil of the eye and a child. Hence the turn of

this fanciful poem* Numberless and wretched

have been the conceUi to which this unfortunate

pun has given birlh« In our own laaguuge^ some-

thing of the same kind has been attempted Jby

Dr. Donne;

So to engmfl our hm^des as yet/

Was all thp peaftat m matte us^one.

And picisicm in ouir get

Was al^ ouf iMrnpegation.’’

jm ftCWACY.
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Donne’s one tbe age ef umI it is

HMrfMising Hiat this idea has not been mre lamio

fied and tortnred by the Eiiglii|i meta^yiieil

poets of tiiit school.

CANZON. P.5S.

Some of iite cononent of Fhrta has heeti intro-

duced into the transiation of this poeiii» and cer-

tain Tery neoeMry libereies taken wHh Che ori-

ginal.

Thou hast an Sec. Notwithstanding all

that has been said, and all that has been written

to disprove tlie existence of a real and positive

standard of beauty, were we to argue from the

universality of poetical taste in every age, we

should place Ae essence of female loveliness in

Ae descrtplioii befim tis.—Locks of anburn and

eyes of bhie have ever been de^r to the sons of

song* The Translator ahnost vemnres to doUbt
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whoth(;r these ideas do not enter into every

combination of ebtftOs created by die poetical

tnind. The former are almost constantly accom*

panied by the advantages of complexion^ and by

that young frediness which defies the imitation

of art* Sterne even considers them as indicative

of moral qualities the most amiable, and *a88erts

that they denote exuberance in all the warmer,

and, consequently, in all the better feelings of the

human bean. The Translator docs not wish to

deem this opinion as wholly unfounded* He is,

however, aware of the danger to which such a

confession exposes him,—but he flies for protec-

tion to the temple of

" Aubea Venus.”

CANZONET, P, 63.

This Poem is attiibuti^ W Caiioitis on veiy

slight authority. It dsrtainfy a curious speci-

men of the doggish jealousy too often found in

the amours of Iril coontiy.
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** — Heaven i» wmiPrcm This seii-

liment strikingly ras^bles iome linns of GuUlm

Aesmer, an old ProTsn^al Poet.

** S^m eu li quiet merce en genoiUoe

Ela mi colpa, et mi mei ockaisos

** £ t'aigua w* cur ave*l per tner lo vie

•' E ela mefai ung regard amarot

** Et eu ie buU la bucha, ^Ve olt anCdos

—Adoncq mi pur ungjoi de Paradis' I’*

IMITATED.

When at her feet 1 k»ng have prayed#

With pleading eloquence of sighs.

What bliss to hear the melting maid.

In lowly murmurs bid me—** Rise.”—

How all my bosom-pulses beat

When with a kiss I seal her eyes

!

My soul springs forth her soul to meet,

—^They meet and mix-^in Paradise'!

1 Tyrwliitt’S OmoW. Glou,

K
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CANZOK. P. 64.

The khortttess of life, 6ays one of our most ele-

gant writers, is equally favourable to the argu*

ments of the voluptuary and of the moralist.

Every hard-hearted fair one, from the beginning

of time, has been reminded that

La Beaultc n*c$t umg/ruict de garde,

This Canzon seems to have been suggested by

part of the 63d Chant, of Ausias Mirck, the Pro-

ven9al Poet.

** No sabea prou si leixau tempsfugir

*•—Et temps perdut nopoit ester colrrat,’* &c.

Did ever yet a moment stay

To please 'the dallying lover?

And who that tost the tacky day

Could e’er that loss recover? &c. kc.
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** JT^ lock$ qfgdd/* kc. So Bembo,

'' Sluando k chiame d^or caro € luceau

** Sarcamo argente^^^ Stc.

The Tran«iator has^ in this place, taken a line

from Drummond.

" IVtose vain regrets** &c. Gil Polo, a Spanish

Poet, prettily tifats this thouglit in his Diana,

lib. ii.

** Porque t<ma tal vtit^anfa,

** De vo9Qtras el atnor,

Hue eruances as dd dolor

** Hmndo asfolia la esperanfa!**

Thy pride of charms shall all decay.

And thou sbalt then its forfeit pay.

And Tainly weep thy former scorn.

Thy thousand lovers’ slighted prayVa,—

And grief shall in thy heart be bom,

When love is dead in theirs!



STANZMS TO NIGHT. P. 66.

These Stanzasm the conclusion of an Ocle to

the Mooq> and are the only part of it which is

worth the trouble of translation.

Yotmg buds fsrrw/* &.c. The classical of-

fering offlowers to Night seems to have been sug*

gested by B. Tasso. Rime, Lib. ii. Can. 3.

Kotief chc debbo darte

** Che coti tVitenta, e chcia

** Ascoki le mie voci aha t noioscf

** Pokhe d*altro haaorarte

Non posso, prendi lieta

** Sheste negre viole e quests rose

** DaW umor rugiadose/* &c.

Night! since thy pensive ear did not disdain

The weeping Inverts sadly dittied strain.

Large gifts of gratitude In thee he owe^

Who kindly listen’d to his tale of woes.

—
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Be generoue still—his little all receive.

All that a Foetus humble hands can give;

Young violets that boast celestial blue.

And budding roses^ newly dipt in dew!

** Byjealous TUhon** &c. The tears of Aurora

are frequently mentioned by poets^ but it was re<^

served for Phineas Fletcher to give a natural eat-

pltcation of them

—

Aurora from old Tithon's frostie bed,

“ (Cold wintrie withered Tithon) earlie creepes.

Her cheek with griefwas pale,with anger red.

Out of her window close she blushing peepes,

** Her weeping eyes in pearled dew she steepes,

'' Casting what sportlesse nights she ever led.^

ECLOGUE Til.

(Th€ Prize.f
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CANZON. P 69.

imitated moM the xxxvi. son. of the second

CINTVEY.

The tree to which these lines are addressed,

seems from the description to have been the Du-

rio. It is a species of apple-tree, which grows to

an immense size, and to the fruit of which that

quality is attributed, which the ancients formerly

assigned to the Lotos. (Sousa.)

As the mellowing blushes*^ &c. The luxuri-

ance of /cmaie charms furnishes our Poet with

some of his happiest allusions. In particular, that

moat celebrated simile in the 9th Lusiad

:

** (kftfmosos HmSes, alH cheirando

** Estad tfirgineus telas tmitondo.”

Here balmy citrons scent the whispMng grove,

Round as the Tirgiit'a rang breasts of love.
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CANZONET. ?. TO.

So Petrarch, Sonn. 194*

CaiUai—or piango, e non men di dolcesza

" Del piangcr prcndot chc del coMopt'esi**

Gay were my songs—now tears will only llow»

And all my bliss is center’d but in woe!

— lAke the captive*$ srratTU

** Chaunted to the sound qf chains /”

Imitated from Tibullus^ £leg* vii. b. 2.

** Spes etiam validd solatur conipede vinctum,

" Crura somniferTo, sed canU inter opus:**
^

ForHopecan soothe the wearied prisoner’s pains.

And turn to melody the clank of chains;

Consol'd by her, while harsh the fetter rings

He thinks of happier dap, and gaily sings.
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CANZON, P.

The chaete diicretion of delicate Love is admi-

rably poartrayed in this little Poem. Happy for

oar Author had he always obeyed its dictates^

CANZONET. P. 73.

Tke Lad^ who swore iy her Such asse-

verations were not unusual in the days of chival-

ry. They are frequently mentioned in the Tales

of the Troubadours. In the Loi qf Courti^ there

is a particular instance. Estaru cousches en lict,

** la heUc dam li faict urmen^ e dkt^ par maJleor,

dki elk, € PAA ciiA vauuc ^ iasU &c.

The modest reader must not expect the remainder

of this strange adjuration^ which is a continued

medley of pious phrases and sentunents hy no

means aiiaiogeuA«
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EUGY. I». tS.

The IBegy from which these liaes an taken,

was probably written by CaMOENS at Santarem,

whither he had been banished. The circum-

stances of his exile, and tfie cause of it, produced

a natural comparison between his &te and that

of Orid.

'* Her vM so long!* be,

" Hie beiee,” fcc.

In die third Epistle from Pontns, Orid fhvs

un&shionably laments the absence of his wife.

“ Utque eit eagmmpma, ^ubd eagtige chord .

“ 9M carte patriA,pigiHfnbtugiiemm."

Tis nsine to monm the cherish'd joys of Ufe;

Mourn for my distant connfry—diildi«n<-wrife.
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CANZON. P. 79.

Among the onmerous imitations of Anacreon's

Wandering Cupid, there is none in which the

playful character of boyhood has been so well

preserved as it is in this little Poem. The de-

struction of the flowers is an act of mere childish

mischief, which admirably accords with ** the

young adopted's age.”

” Hii babyform '*

—

** lake one qf those mthin mine eyes.** Camoens

is passionately fond of this allusion. It has been

fancifully pursued by one of the most original of

our modem Poets *,

* LitOe's Pt^oms; p. S6.
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SONNETS. P.85.

Amongst otlicr reasons why the legitimate Ita-

lian Sonnet be not suitable to the genius of the

English language^ the following is not the least

forcible. In tliose languages which are more

immediately formed on the Latin > there is a fre-

quent similarity of termination, which greatly

facilitates the use of rhyme. Accordingly, the

Italian, Spanish, and Portuguese languages (which

originate from that source) have adopted the li-

cence of polysyllabic rhyme, and with it the

Sonnet. The former was a liberty which they

could scarcely have avoided, but which has never

been sanctioned by the " Musa severiorts'* of

P^gland. To us, therefore, the mechanical ar-

rangement of a Sonnet becomes a matter of pe-

cnliar difficulty.

Some of the Spanish poets have laid down a

collection of rules for the construction of Sonnets,

so pompous and so particular, that it seems as if
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they coitsidered that cf composition as the

niblimest efibrt of human ingenuity. In all the

oracular obscurity of Portuguese metaphor we

are toidi that a Sonnet should ** be opened with

a key of silver^ and closed with one of gold !'*

ikes ha o Soneio de ahrine am chave de prata, e

fecharse am cAone de ouro\

SONNET I. P. S7.

Love delights to recal the circumstances of its

•arlier existence; and to Camoeks those earlier

remembrances were certainly the pleasantest.

" When in the midet,** &c. This event, frcmi

the internal evidence of other Poems, appears to

have taken place on Holy Thursday, 1S42, in

that church at Lisbon which is dedicated to the

** HbandM qf Christ,** If we compute according

> Trat. da Yen. Portuf. Em lidboa 1781. 18mo.
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aacertain the exact day on which our Poet*a |>as-

sion commenced. He telh ub in the 7th Canaon*

that it began ** when the tun was entering Tau-

rns.*^ Before the Gregorian alteration^ that in-

gress was settled to be on the lOth ofApril. Holy

Thursday, iu the year 1542, happened on the

1 Ith of April. There is a class of readers to whom
the omission of tliis point would have appeared

unpardonable, and for their instruction the Trans-

lator has investigated it.

—each W€t9ted Aomt—
** Whta I waefrttt* &c,

Faiia says that Camoens was indebted for this

idea to Silveare, a Spanish Poet.

** Tan predoea e$ miprisUm,

Scy tan bien aprinonado,

" ihue pido Teconvcncion,

** Del ticnpo que np io he eetadof*^

Tisrr or love*
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So delightful mjr prison had grown.

So chaming the fcttens I bore.

That my boflom regtetted alone

—It had not been captur'd before!

SONNET 11. P.88.

The Sonnets formed on this idea, both prerious

and subsequent to that of Camoens, are almost

innumerable. It is probable that our Poet found-

ed his on some lines in Garcilauo,

** ErUonces cam ^(tumdo cl Cmc Hem
** El amiu potirimera qw U aquexa

" Ytkm H cuerpo miseroy doliaUe

Oonmm e lamuable son m quexn
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** Yh deapide amfwie^o camo

** Del etpirtii tiiai que del $e alexa;

Am aqucxadoj/o de dolor tanto

Hue el alma abcmdonavayd la humam
** Came, solt6 la rienda al triste UantoJ*

ECLOG. II.

IMITATKD.

As pours die swan his melancholy strains^

While death-pangsshudder thro' his freezing veins,

Just as existence wings her parting flight.

And heart grows chill, and eyes are steep'd in

night,

He mourns for life, in lapses sad but strong,

And his last accents faulter into song.

So when 1 leave this dreary vale of woe,

And love and grief have brought my spirit low,

Forthce,iKiost rair«-->mo8t lov’d—^ee,mostsevere,'

For thee, thy bard shall weep his latest tear.

And faintly utter with his failing breath,

Tis parting makes the bitterness of death!’*
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** And unrelated tove nnd crutt The

original conclodee with a line of pure Spanish,

taken from fiomit.

La nuutra fiAaa A anujr mio**

Such combinations of language are not unusual

among the Poets of Italy, Portugal, and Spain.

The following curious medley is found in a Can-

2on of the immortal Dante.

Chanson! rtoa pogna irpar ioi le numd,

" Nausqm lociatu aum in Ib^ud trind,

'' Ut gravia mea spina,

** Sifaccia per lo mmdo ogA uomo U aenia

Forsepietd n'havra chi me tormenta/* &c.

Our own Chaucer has likewise indulged in this

practice,

** O psdchrior SSo^in bemitie, 4c full ylucidente
!”

la. JLApns* woaTHiB.
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S;ONli£T 1ft. P. 89.

This fine Sonnet Is luldresaed to Esiacio dt Fa^

ria, grandfather lo the Commentator on Camoens,

who says of hini^ that, if noi gixui in all things,

he was little in none,**
*

And like a walch-towir.*^ The original con-

tains a pun on the words Farh and Farut,

SONNET IV. P. 90.

The touching melancholy of many of those

compositions in which Camoens complains of his

sorrows, becomes truly interesting when we* con-

sider, that he laments what he actually siifiercd,

that he was nut fastidiously unhappy, but under-,

went real misery in its fullest extent.

** Tb combat perils strange** The original is not

ery graceful—" Me fi% masjfar de peixes;** lite-

rally, had made me/oad/orJlMhei”

1.
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Midst that mid iriain,” &c. Alluding not to

the shipwreck which he suffered in the Gulph

of Cochin>Chinai but to the dangers encountered

when he accompanied Manuel de Vasconcelos in

an expedition against the Moorish Vesaels in the

Red Sea, about die month of February, 1555 .

The Commentator Sousa, will not allow that

this Sonnet relates to the life of Camoens. lie

supposes it to have been written by our Poet, but

to be descriptive of the misfortunes of one of his

friends, and liberally bestows the epithets, beast

and fool,” on those w^ho presume to think other-

wise.

SONNET V.R 91.

«

Written on the morning of our Poet’s de|Mtr*

ture from Lisboa to Santarem.

Literally ” owrrik*

tada/* tolaid.
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" At mighi turn/* &c. ThU ^ncifbl rho-

domontade seems to have been suggested by

Dante;

'' JS camnUnci6 roggiandam d*§cn ri$a

" Ihi, the nelJiioco, fitria l*uam/khc€f^*

PARADISO^ CANTO VII. V. 17.

SONNET VI. P. 92.

** My sentes lost/* £cc. Perhaps this complaint

was more than poetically tree. The assertion in

question might have been occasioned by the noble

independence of our poet’s disposition* and by his

undisguised contempt of titled ignorance and dig*

nified barbarity. Such conduct will in all ages

obtain the appellation of madness.
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SONNETm P.W.

Bertaut, an old French poet, hath expressed the

same sentiment in a beautiful manner.

Fdkk^ pasiU

nepaaretmir,

Toument de ma peruk

!

Skte iCa^-je tn teperdara, perdu le Bouvmrf

Utlae, il ncm resie

De mee corUeniemetu,

Su' un ewvemrfuneste

Qui me les converiU, a ioiUe heuix, en tourmensf

SONNET VIIL P.94.

The earliest and happiest yean of our Poet’s

life were passed at Coimbra. The walls of that

town were bathed by the river Mondego* to

which ibis beautiful Sonnet is addressed.
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SONNET IX. P. 95.

It is amusing to observe our Poet’s recantation

of all his former blasphemies against the omnipo-

tence of Love. Perhaps^ if every man who has

felt its influence^ were to be equally candid, he

would confess that his sweetest hours were those

which were passed under its dominion. ** Crqyn

moi, <m n'esi heurewe que par V amour,* So said

the dangerous Valmont, and once, at least, the

dangerous Valmont was right!

JBONNETX. P.96.

** Come teU Thus too, Perreyra, due

of the most pleasing amongst (he Poftugnese

writei^:
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—D(mde tomou amor, e ie qual vea,

** 0 Otero iabfino e puro para aqaellas

** Jhmfos louras f—
Dondt as perlas,** &c-

tONNET XIX.

0 tell me from what purer mine

Did Love select that redden’d gold,

Which fondly o’er thy browi divine

Thus hangs in many an amorous fold

!

Both Camoei^s and Fenreyra seem to hare taken

the idea from Petrarch, Sonn. 185.

Onde toUe amor Voro, t di qual Pena

** Perfar due treccie humde'* &c.

SO»m XI. P. 97.

Thni Petrarch:

BemdiOom^lgwmo, e^l mese, e Parnso/* fee#
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^ fH^d cvdy kc.

There is e emcetto in the origiDal oa the n^ord

£^mmfa, which signifies both ExpecUtioa and

Hope.

SONNET xn. P. 9S.

Written on the deatli of Don Antonio de No»

ronha, who was slain in an encounter with the

Moors on the 18th of April, 1555. We must be

careful not to confound this amiablo young hero

with the two inglorious yiceroya of his name, nor

with Don Antonio de Noronha, who was Governor

of India in 1508, men remarkable for nothing but

the rapacity and extortion which they displayed

in the execution of their office. He whose pre-

mature death our Poet thus feelingly laments, wsp

his earliest friend, and connected to him by a re-

markable fiimiUirity of fortune. His ffither, the

saoond Count of JJtmtt, had sent him to join the

Moorish expedition, in order to remove him from

the object of an attachment which he bad formed
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at Lisbon. It was in this expedition that he was

slain. The circumstances of bis death, as detailed

by Sousa, exhibit all the chivalrous gallantry of

those romantic days, when men were more than

heroes, and women but just less than divine.

" Live in the memory,** 5tc. So B. Tasso,

" -^Vivrh mile memorie dei mortali.'*

lONNBT I.

SONNET XIU. P.99.

The inefficacy of rural beauty to please, daring

the absence of a mistress, is among the common*

places of amatory poi^. The language of the

heart is so universal, that the similarity of this

Sonnet to a passage in Langhome will not snr-

prise:
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—What are streams or flow'rs, *

Or songs ofblithe birds? What the blushing roae,

** Young healthy or music« or the voice of praise,
** The smile of vernal suns, the fragrant breath
** Of evening galea—^when Delia dwells afar?"

SONNET XIV. P. 100.

Written on his departure for Africa.

** O ihm thy magic namc*s nyiteriout soundJ* It

is probable, says the Commentator, that on such

an emergency, he would have invoked the more

powerful assistance of St. James of Compostella,

or the Archangel St. Michael.
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SONNET XV. P. lOU

" / mnfr qf Love,'' &c. Perhaps this thought

was suggested by Dante.

** Farei parkndo nmmorar la gente^

** — raggionar *d*amor $i dolcmentc,

** Cheface consmir lo cuore in lui—

”

IUME,/u/. IV, ^ X.

So gaily shall the amorous minstrel sing.

His glowing verse shall soi^ persuasion bring.

And while the strains in tides of sweetness roll.

Teach warm consent to each enraptur'd soul.

But Dante^ unfortunately, did not fulfil bis pro-

mise, for his minor poems on amatory subjects are

ofren deficient in the case and delicacy necessary

to such compositions.
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And Nnshing girU” Sec* Tho Aptitade of

these young schokrs brings to mind a celebrated

passage in the Confessions of St. Austin, '' Si

" nan oinarcris, frigida loquor: Da amatum, da

** icntiemcM, da dpsidtrantm—sci€t quod loquor ***

Confess, Cap. iii. § 4.

“ Those little secrets** kc. So Ausias March,

the Provencal:

** He asats parlat d^amot, e de shsfels

** E descuberis molu amros secrets
***

CANTO 73.

Enough have amorous deeds employ'd my song»

Enough those secrets that to Lotc belong.

SONNET XVI. P. 102.

" The Ikscan fair/* kc. Feircynt has the

same thought:
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Had you but gracM that cider day

When Petrarch pour'd hi* pensive lay

;

By Sorga's stream, if haply you

Had met the Poet's amoiv>us view,

O then the bard of Sorga's stream

Had surely sung a sweeter theme.

And to a nobler passion true.

Tun’d hiwS wild harp to Love and you!

“ 77trn hmny alas, shall huntble Liso dare.**

JLiso is the anagram of Lois. In the same man-

ner, our Potit discreetly calls his mistress NtUercia

instead of Caierina. Sometimes with more learned

gallantry he gives her the name of Avva/Mv);.



SONNET XVII. P.m.

Imitated from Petrarch^ Sunnet \96.

^ I mi x^ivca di mia $orte conlento,

" SensM hgrimf, c «ma inoidia alctma,

" CAe s'altro atmnt<! ha pin dearnfortfmdf

** Millcpio/cer non vaglionm tormento!*^

I liv'd contented in my lowly state,

Nor grief my heart disturb’d, nor jealous fear,

I enTied not the Lover’s happier fate—

Can thousand joys repay a single tear?

" Such him I Sic. Thus Gmllm

Jcmer, the Troubadour*

Mait wui d*amor qi itn est en»eios,

"—I7ji dok phrnr nan vata qiUan ri$
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IMITATED.

Some love, to weep their prime away;

No charm to me in grief appears.

And forty smiles could never pay

A minute passed in tears!

SOKKET xvnr. P. 104*

Dear band,*^ 8cc, Our Poet had implor'd

Donna Caterina to grant him a lock of her hair.

She promUM to bestow it at some future period,

and in the mean-time presented him with the fil-

let which she wore round her head, as a pledge

of her intentions in his favoor.^ Ftfirw*

This Sonnet was perhaps suggested by that ce-

lebrated Poem of Gancflaao, beginniof, '' 0 duU

C€$ /irmdM ” &C;



199

'' Gifts small as these” Literally,
” By the

laws of Love, part is taken in pledge for alU*

SONNET XIX. T. j05.

** 0 Lopati” This was Don Joha Lopez dc

L^pdo, to whom our Poet afterwards addressed

some very comical verses, occasioned by the sight

ofa piece of Indtao cloth, which Leytao was about

to present to a lady of whom he was enamoured.

SONNET XX. P.106.

Written on the death of Donna Caterina de

Ataide.

Love saw the deed” The concetti with which

this Sonnet terminates were so obstinate as to

compel the Translator in some degree to detiate

from bis original.
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THE NIGHT SCENE. P. 109.

Translator bus to regret that the interrup-

tion of illness iirerented him from concluding this

Canto^ which gives a description of the Tourna-

itieiit held in London, during the days of John of

Gaunt, when twelve Portuguese Chevaliers van-

quished the same numbi.r of English. Heeler.

Mickle’s Translation.

The few Stanzas which have been thus trans-

lated, ailbrd a fair specimen of that ** eking-out

tautology” which the constraint of octave mea-

sure compelled Csmoens to employ, and which

is, perhaps, the greatest blemish in bis Epic

Poem,

//.V/C
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